
The Tr age die of Hamlet 

As they fell out by time, by meanes, and place. 

All 5 ;iuen to tnineeare. 

King But how hath flic recciu’d his loue ? 

Pol. What doe you rhinkc of me ? 

King. As of a man faithfull and honorable. 

Pol. \ I would faine proue fo, but what might you thinkc 
When I had feenc this hote loue on the wing, 

As I pcrcciu’d it (I mufl fell you that) 

Before my daughter told me, what might you, 

Or my decre Maieflic your Queene hecrc thinke, 
Iflhadolaydthe Dcske, or Table booke, 

Or giuen my hart a working mute and dumbc. 

Or lookc vppon this loue with idle fight, 

What might you thinke ? no, I went round to workc. 

And my young Miflris thus I did befpeake, 

Lord Hamlet is a Prince out of thy Bar, 

This mufl not be : and then I preferiprs gauc her 
That flic fliould locke her fclfc from her refort. 

Admit no mcflTengcrs, receiucno tokens. 

Which done, fhc fooke the fruites of my aduife s 
And he rcpell’d, a fliort tale to make, 

Fell info a fadnes, then info a fail. 

Thence to a wath, thence into a weakenes. 

Thence to lightnes, and by this declenfion, 1 
Into the madnes wherein now he raues. 

And all we mourne for. 

King, Doe you thinkc this? 

J^nee. It may be very like. 

To/. Hath there been fuch a time, I would faine know that. 
That I haue pofitiuely faid, fis fo. 

When itproou’d otherwife? 

King. Not that I know. 

Pol Take this, from this, if this be otherwife > 

If circumflanccs leade rtfe, I will finde 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeede 
Within the Center. 

King. How may we try it further ? 

Pol. You know fometimes he walkes fourc houres together 
Hecrc in the Lobby* 
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Ac fud^a rimef lie loolc my daughter to him. 

Be vou and 1 behind an Arras then, 

M ike the encounter , if he loue her not, 

And be not from his reafon faine thereon 
Let me be np afsiftant for a ftate 
But keepe a farme and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

& Enter Hamlet. , 

Cuee But looke where fadly the poore wretch comes reading. 

Away, I doe befeech you both away, Exit Kinged Queene. 

He bord him prefently , oh giue me leaue. 

How dooes my good Lord Hamlet i 
Ham. Well, God a mercy. 

Tol. Doe you knowe me my Lora . 

Ham. Excellent well, you are a rilhnionger. 

Tol. Not I my Lord. 

Ham. Then I would you were fo honelt a man. 

Tol. Honeft my Lord. 

Ham. 1 fir to behoneft as this world goes. 

Is to be one man picktoutof tenne thoufand. 

Tol. That’s very true my Lord. , , , «. 

Ham. For if the funnebreede maggots in a dead dogge , being a 
good kifsing carrion. Haue you a daughter f" 

Tol. IhauemyLord. - t . 

Ham. Let her not walke i’th Sunne, conception is a blelsing, 

But as vour daughter may conceaue, friend looke to’t. 

Tol. How fay you by that, ftill harping on my daughter , yet hee 
knewe me not at firft, afay d I was a Filhmonger, a is farre gone, 
and truly in my youth, Ifuffred much extremity ior loue, very 
neere this . llelpeake to himagaine. What doe you rcademy 
I„r<L 


Ham. Words, words, words. 

Tol. What is the matter my Lord. 

Ham. Betweenewho. 

Tol. I meane the matter that you reade my Lord. 

Ham. S launders fir 5 for the fatericall rogue fayes heere, that old 
men haue gray beards, that their faces arewrinckled, their eyes 
.purging thick Amber, & plumtree gum,& that they liauc a plen- 
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